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Enterlace 


with the vnfortunate loue 
of Glaucus. 


Metamorpholis: : 


VV hereunto is annexed the delectable diſcourſe 
of the diſcontented Satyre: with ſundrie other 
moſt abſolute Poems and Sonnets. 


Contayning the deteftable tyrannie of Diſ- 
daine, and Comicall triumph of Conſtan- 
cie: Verie fit for young Courtiers to 
peruſe, and coy Dames to 
remember. 


By Thomas Loge of Lincolnes 
Inne, Gentleman. 


O vita / miſers longa, falics brenis, 
8 
So» 
. 
Imprinted at London by Richard Fhones, 
and are to be ſold at his ſhopneere Holburne 


bridge, at the ſigne of the Roſe and 
Crowne, 159% = 


good friend Maſter Raph Crane, 
and the reft of his mot entire wellwil- 


lers,the Gentlemen ofthe Innes 


of Court and Chauncerie. Tho- 
mas Lodge of Lincolnes Inne 
Gent. Wiſheth increaſe of 
worſhip and continu- 
ancein yertue, 


not thought at this inſtant to 
Al haue partaked my paſſions 
3 Trick the print, whoſe diſcon- 
e tenred t auglus ſo long in- 
ured to obſcuritie, were diuorſed many 
yeares ſince, from vaine glories inordinate 
follie: but the baſe neceſſities of an extraua- 
gant melancholie mate, that had no other 
vnde of quod ad vidtum ander, but the fore- 
ſtalling of other mens inuentions, made my 
vnperfit Poems (in ſpite of waſte paper) to 
hazard an apprenteſhip i in Poules : ſo that, 


that which in the firſt peeping foorth was 
* 


vyholie 


TO HIS ESPECIALL 


WMWieete Maſter Crane, I had 
2 5 . 


f Type Epiſele ö 
wholie predeſtinate to your friendſhip, b 
an vnderhand marte, is made the mercina- 
rie recreation of euerie ridiculous mate. 
Our wits now a daies are waxt vetie fruite- 
full, and our Pamphleters more thanprodj- 
gall; So that the poſtes which ſtoode naked 
a tedious aon terminus, doo vaunt their dou- 
ble apparrell as ſoone as euer the Exche- 
quer openeth; and euerie corner is tooke 
vp with ſome or other penileſſe companion 
that will imitate any eſtate for a twopennie 
almes. I could afford you whole ſeruices of 
abſurdities, that would diſquiet the diſgeſti- 
on of Arte q; ad nauſæam, were it not that 


Ipittie to particularize ſimple fellowes im- 


perfections, and am altogether loath to ad- 
uenture my paines in ſo vngratefull a Pro- 
uince. For transformed Scilla how euer ſhe 
hapned now to bee diſioyned from diſdain- 
full ¶ harybdis; thinke not, but if they haue 
good ſhipping they wil meete ere long both 
in one ſhop: and landed they had at this in- 
ſtant, in one and the ſelfe fame bay, if Scilla 
(the vnfortunater of the two) had not met 
with a needie pirate by the way. Apiued ſhee 

| Is, 


Dedicatorie. 
is, though in a contrary coaſt, but ſo wrackt, 
and weatherbeaten, through the vnſ kilful- 
nes of rough writers, that made their poaſt 
haſte paſſage by night, as Glaucus would 
ſcarce know her, ifhe met her · yetmy hope 


is Gentlemen, that you wil not ſo much ima- 


gine what ſhe is, as what ſhee was; inſomuch 
as from the ſhop ofthe Painter, ſheeis falne 
into the hands of the ſtainer. Thus referrin 
the ſupportãce of my credit, & the inability 
of my verſe to your ingenious opinions, I 
bid you farewel til the next Tearmʒat vvhich 
time Ihope to entertaine your ſeuerall de- 
lights, vvith farre better diſcourſes, and bee 
ſuppliant to my good friend Maſter Crane, in 
ſome or other more acceptable Poem. Inthe 
meane time let my appliable voluiſſe, intitle 
me to your curteſie.vvhoſe Jam during life 
in all enterchangeable dutie. 


Your friend aſſured 
Thoma: Lodge. 
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Alking alone (all onely full of griefe) 
\ / \ / Within a thicket nere to Iſis floud, 
TUeeping my wants, and wailing ſcant reliefe, 
Mringing mine armes (as one with ſoꝛrowe wad); 
The piteous ſtrismes relenting at my mone 
Mithdꝛew their tides, aud ſtaid to heare me grone. 
From fonth the channell, with a ſozrowing crie 
The Sea- god Glaucus (with his hallowed heares 
Wet in the teares of his fad mothers dye) | 
Clith piteous lokes befoze my fate appeares; 
Foz whome the Nimphes a moſſie coate did frame, 
Embzoadered with his Sillas heauenly name. 
And as J ſat vnder a Millow tree, 
The louelie honour of faire Thetis bower; - 
Repoſd his head vpon my faintfull kn; - - 
And when mp teares had ceaft their ſtoꝛmie ſhowet 
Me dꝛied my cheekes; and then beſpake him ſo, 
As when be waild J ſtraigbt foꝛgot my woe, 
Inkoꝛtunate, why wandzeth thy content 29515 
From foꝛth his ſcope as wearied of it ſelfe; 
Tbp bokes haue ſchwold thee from this fond repent, 
And thou canſt talke by pꝛoofe of wauering pelle: 
Unto the wozld ſuch is inconſtanc ie, 
As ſapp to tre, as apple to the eye. 
Marke how the moꝛne in roſeat colour ſhines, 
And ſtraight with clondes the Sunnie tract is clad; 
Then ſee how pomp th2zough ware and waine declines, 
From high to lowe, from better to the bad: 
Take moiſt from Sea, take colour from his kinde, 
"Betoze the woꝛld deudid of * thou linde. 
| fy 


Opn ad Seilla. 


Mith ſecret eye loke on the earth a while, 
Regard the changes Nature fozceth there; 
Bthold the heatiens, whole courſe all ſence beguile; 
Reſpett thy ſelfe, and thou ſhalt find itclere, 

That infanticke thou art become a pouth; + 

And youth fozeſpenta wꝛetched age enſu' th. 

In ſearching then the ſcholemens cupning noates, 

Okheauen, ok earth, of flowers, of ſpꝛinging trees, 

Ok hearbs,ofmetcall,and ol Thewsfloates; : 

Oklawes and nurture keyt among the Bees: — 
Conclude and knowe times change bycourſe of fate, 
Then mourne no moꝛe, but moane my haples ſtate, 

Pere gan he pauſe and ſhake his heauie head, 

And fould his armes, and then vnkould chem ſtraight; 

Faine would he ſpeake, but tongue mas tharm do by dzead, 

Whilſt I that ſawe what woes did him awaight, 

Comparing his miſhaps and moane with mine, 
Gan ſmile fo2 toy and dꝛie his dꝛooping epne. 

But (toe) a wonder; from the channels glide 

A ſweet melodioug nopſe of mulicke roſe, 

That made the ſtreame to dance a pleaſant tide, - 

The weedes and ſallowes neere the bancke that groes 
Gan ſing,as when the calmeſt windes accoꝛde 
To greete with balmie bzeath the fleeting fopve, 

Upon the ſiluer boſome of the ſtreame 

Firſt gan faire Themis ſhake her amber locks, 

hom all the Nimphs that waight on Neptunes realme 

Attended from the hollowe of the rocks, 

In bziefe, while theſe rare parragons aſſemble, | 
The watrie woꝛld to touch their teates do tremble, 

Foting it featlie on the graſſie ground, 

Theſe Damſels circling with their bꝛightſome faires 5 

The loue-ſicke God and J, about vs wound 

Like ſtarres that Ariadnes cromne repaires: 

Tho once hath ſeene oz pꝛide of moꝛne, oꝛ dap, 

Mould deeme all pope within their cheekes did _ 


1837 101 
Glaucus and Scilla. 
Nais faire Nimph with Bacchus juozie touch, 

Gan tune a paſſion with ſuch ſweete repozts, 
And euerie wozd,noate, ſigh, and pauſe was ſuch, 
And euerie Cadence fed with ſuch conſozts, 

M were the Delian Harper bent to heare, 

Per ſtatelie ſtraines might tempt his curious eare, 
Ofloue(God wot) the louelie Nimph complained: 
But lo of loue as foꝛced loue to laue her; 

Aud euen in loue ſuch kurious loue remained, 

As ſearching out his powzefullſhaft to pꝛoue her, 

Me kaund his quiner emptied ok the beſt, 
And felt the arrdwe ſticking in his bzeafk, 

Under aPopler Themis did repoſe her, 

And from a bꝛier a ſweettull bꝛanch did plucke: 
hen midſt the bꝛier ere ſhe could ſcarce ſuppoſe her 
A Nightingale gan ſing: but woe the lucke; 

The bꝛanch ſo neere her bꝛeaſt, while ſhe did quicke her 
To turne her head, on ſodaine gan to p)icke her. 

Mhil'ſt ſmiling Clore midſt her enuious bluſhes, 

Gan blame her fear? and pꝛetilie ſaid thus; 

Moꝛſe pꝛickes than theſe are found among theſe buſhes, 
And pet ſuch pꝛickes are ſcarcelie feard of vs, 

Napyſoft(ſaid Chelis)pzickes do make birds ſing, 
But pꝛickes in Ladies boſomes often ſting. 
Thus teſt they on the Mightingales repoꝛt, 
And on the pꝛickle of the Eglantine | 
On Nais ſong, and all the whole conſozt 
In publique this ſweete ſentence didaſſigne; 
That while ſome ſmile, ſome ſigh thꝛough change of time; 
Some ſmart, ſome ſpozt amidſt their pouthlie pꝛime. 
Such w2eathes as bound the Thebans tuozie bꝛow; 
Such gap trickt garlands pleit theſe iollie Dames; 
The flowꝛes themſelues when as the Nimphes gan bowe, 
Gan vaile their creſtes in honour of their names: 
And ſmilde their lweete and woed with ſa much glee, 

As if they ſaid, ſweet Nimph come gather ma. 
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Per daintie hand addꝛeſt co dawe her deere, 


Per bitter thzeates, and then her paſſions mecke; 


Glaucus and Silla. 
But pencfue Glaucus paſſionate with painings, 
Amidſt their reuell thus began his ruth; 
Nimphes, flie theſe Grones late blaſted with my plainings, 
Fo cruell Silla nill regard my truth: | 
And leaue vs two conſozted in our gronings, * 
To regiſter with teares our bitter monings. 
The flouds do faile their courſe to ſee our croſſe, 
The fields foꝛſake their greene to heare our griefe, 
The rockes will werpe whole ſpꝛings to marke our lofle, 
The hills relent to ſtoꝛe our ſcant reliefe, 
The aire repines, the penciue birds are heauie, 
The trees td ſee vs paind no moze are leauie. 
Ay me, the Shepheards let their flockes want feeding; 
And flockes to ſee their palie face are ſo2te, 
The Nimpbhes to ſpie the flockes and ſhepheards needing 
Bꝛepare their teares to heare our tragickeſfoie 2 
TUbiltt we ſurpꝛiſde with griefe cannot difcloſe them, 
Mith ſighing wiſh the woꝛld foꝛ to ſuppoſe them. 
De that hath ſeene the ſweete Arcadian boy 
Tiping the purple from his foꝛced wound, 
Dis pꝛetie teares betokening his annoy, 
Its ſighes, his cries, his falling on the ground, 
The Ecchoes ringing from the rockes his fall, 
The trees withteares repoꝛting of his thzall: 
Aud Venus ſtarting at her loue-mates crie, 
Foxcing hir birds to haſt her chariot on; 
And full of griefe at laſt with piteous eie 
Scene where all pale with death he lay alone, 
Whoſe beautie quaild, as wont the Lillies dzop 
hen waſtfull winter windes doo make them ſfoop 2 


Per raſeall lip alied to his pale checke, 
Mer ſighes, and then her lookes and heauie cheere, 


How on his ſenſeles coꝛpes ſhe lay a crying, 
As ik the boy were then but new a dying. Þ 
e 


Glaucus and Silla. 


De that hath vewd Angelica the faire 
Beltraught with fancie nere the Caſpian ſpꝛings: 
Renting thetreſſes ofher golden haire, 

How on her harpe with pitious notes ſhe ſings 
Ok Roland ruth, of Medors falſe depart, 
Sighing each reſt from center ok her heart. 

How now ſhe wzites vpon a beechen bow 

Per Medors name, and bedlam like againe 

Calls all the heauen to witnes ok his vow, 

And ſtraight againe begins a mournefullfkratne, 
And how in thought ok her true faith koꝛſooken 
He fled her bow2es, and how his league was bꝛoken. 
Aye me who markes her harpe hang vp againe 
Upon the willowes watered with her teares, 

And how ſhe rues to read her Rolands paine, 

Then but the ſhadowe ok his name appeares ; 

Mould make moze ptainings from his eyes to flee 
Than teares dil ill from amber weeping tree. 

He that hath kno done the paſſionate niſhappes 
That nere Olimpus faire Lucina felt 
Then as her Latium loue her fancie trappes, 

Pow with ſuſpect her inward ſoule doth melt: 

Oz markt the Moꝛue her Cephalus complaining, 
Map then recount the courſe of all our paining. 

But tender Nimphes to you belongs no teene ; 

Then fauoꝛ me in flying from this bower 

Whereas but care and thought of croſſes been, 

Leaue me that lofe my ſelfe thꝛough fancies power, 

Though fancies power which had Jleaue tolwle if, 
No fancie then ſhould fee me fo2 to chwle it. 

hen pou are fled the Heauen ſhalllowze foꝛ ſozrowe, 
The dap oꝛecaſt halbe bedtime wich fable, 

The aire from Sea ſuch ſtreaming ſwowꝛes ſhall bozrow 

As earth to beare thebyufit ſhallnot be able, 

And ſhippes ſhall ſafely ſaile whereas befozne 
Theploughman watcht the reaping of his cozne, 


Goe 


MW; - GlaucusandScilla 
Soe pou in peace to Neptunes watrie ſound, . 
No moꝛe may Glaucus play him with ſo p:ettie; 8 
But ſhun refozt where ſolace nill be found, 
And plaine my Scillaes pzide and want of pittie: 
Alas ſwert Nimphs my Godhead's all in vaine. 
Foꝛ why this bꝛeſt includes immoꝛtall paine. 
Scilla hath eyes, but te [were eyes bath Scilla; 
Scilla hath hands, faire hands but cop in touching; 
Scilla in wit ſurpaſſeth graue Sibilla, 
Scilla hath wozds, but wozds well ſtoꝛde with grutching; 
Scilla a Saint in lake,no Saint in ſcoꝛning: 

Loke Saint- like Scilla, leaſt I die wich mourning, 
Alas why talke J Sea-god ceaſe to mourne her, | 
Fo? in her nap my iopes are euer ceaſing: 

Ceaſe life oꝛ loue,then ſhall J neuer blame her; 
But neither loue no2 life may finde decreaſing. 
A moztall wound is my immoꝛtall being, | 
Mhich paſſeth thought, oꝛ eyes aduiſed ſeeing, 
Perewith his faltring tongue by ſighs opp2ellep 
Fozſoke his offite, and his bloud reſozted 
To fede the heart that wholly was diſtreſſed, 
TWihilf pale (like Pallas flowye ) mp knee ſuppoztev 
Dis feeble head and arme,ſofyll of anguiſh, | 
That they which ſawe his lozrowes gan to languith, 
Themis the toyeſt ofthis beauteous traine 
On hillie toppes the wonderous Moly found, 
TAhich dipt in balmie deaw ſhe gan to ſtraine, 
And bꝛought her pꝛeſent to recure his wound: 
Clore ſhe gathered Amaranthus flower, 
And Nas A iax bloſſom in that ſtowze, | 
Some chafe his temples with their louelie hands, 
Some ſpꝛinkle water on his pale wan -cheekes,;: -; +» 1... 
Some wreepe, ſome wake, ſome curſe affections bandes; 
To ſ& ſo poung, ſo faire, become ſo weakes 892 
But not their pitious hearbs, oz ſpꝛings haue wozking, 
To ealc that heart where wanton loue is lutking, 
6 . NMaithles 
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Glaucusand Scilla. 


Naithles though loath to ſhewe his holy kindneg 
On euerie one he ſpent a loke foꝛ fauonr, 
And p2ayed their pardon vouching Cupids blindnes, 
(Oh fancies fond that naught but ſoꝛrowes ſauour); 
To ſee a louely God leave Sea Nimphes ſo: 
ho cannot dome vpon his deadly woe? 
Themis that knewe, that waters long reſtrained 
Bzeake fozth with greater billowes than the bꝛookes 
That ſwetely float thzough meades with flowzes diſtained, 
With cheerefull laies did raiſe his heauie lookes; 
And bad him ſpeake and tell what him agree d: 
Fo? griefes diſcloſ'd (ſaid ſhe) are ſoone releeu d. 
And as ſhe wicht fo all the reft did woe him; 
By whole inceſſant ſuites at laſt innited, 
Pe thus diſcouered that which did vndoo him, 
And oꝛderlie his hideous harmes recited, 
Chen firſt which fingers wagge he gan to ſtill them, 
And thus with dꝛierie tearmes of lone did fill them, 
Ah Nimphes (quoth he) had J by reaſon learnt 
That ſecretart which birdes haue gaind byſence, 
By due fozeſicht milkoztune to pꝛeuent; | 
Oz could mp wit controule mine eyes offence; 
You then ſhould ſmile and J ſhould tell ſuch ſoztes, 
As woods, and waues ſhould triumph in our glozies, 
But Nereus daughters, Sea-bozne Saints attend, 
Lake bꝛeeding Geeſe when from the Eaſterne clime 
They liſt vnto the weſterne waters wend 
To chooſe their place ok reſt by courſe ok time, 
Appꝛoaching Taurus haughtie topped hill 
They charme their cackle by this wondꝛous (kill. 
The climing mountaine neighbouring apze welnie, 
Math harbozed1n his rockes and deſart haunts 
hole airies of Eagles pꝛeſt to flie 
That gazing on the Sonne their birth right vaunts, 
Thich birvs of Ioue with deadlie fewde purſue 
The wandering Geeſe, when ſo they pꝛeſſe in vewe. 
229 B Thele 
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Glaucus and Scilla. 
Theſe fearefull flitting tropes by naturetought, 
Paſſing theſe dangerous places of purſuits 
Then all the deſart vales they thzough haue ſought, 
With pibbles ſtop their beakes to make them mute, 
And by this meanes their dangerous deathes pzeuent 
| And gaine their wiſhed waters of frequent. 
But J fond God (J God complaine thy follie ) 
Let birds by ſenſe exceede my reaſon farre: 
Whilom than J who was moze ſtrong and iollie 
Who mote contemnd affections wanton warre + 
Tho leſſe than J lou d luſtfull Cupids arrowes$ 
Tho now with curſe & plagues poʒe Glaucus harrowes. 
Dow haue J leapt to heare the Tritons play 
Aharſh retreat vnto the ſwelling flouds : 
How haue J kept the Dolphins at a bay, 
hen as J ment to charme their wanton mods? 
How haue the angrie windes growne calme foz loue, 
Mhen as theſe fingers did my harpe ſtrings moue ? 
Was any Nimph, you Nimphes was euer any 
That taugled not her fingers in my treſle $ 
Some well J wot and of that ſome full many 
Viſbt oꝛ my faire, oz their deſire wereleſſe 
Euen Ariadne gazing from the ſkie 
Became enamoꝛde of poꝛe Glaucus eye. 
Amidſt this pꝛide ot pouth and beauties treaſure 
It was my chaunce, vou flods can tell my chancing, 
Fleting along Sicillian bounds foz pleaſure, 
To ſpie a Nimph of ſuch a radiant glancing, 
As when Jlokte , a beame of ſubtill firing 
From eye to heart incenſt a deepe deſiring, 
Ah hadthevaile of reaſon clad mine eye, 
This foe of freedome had not burnt my heart: 
But birds are bleſt, and moſt accurſt am J 
ho mult repozte her gloꝛies to my ſmart, 
The Mimph J ſawe and lou de her, all to cruell 
Scilla, faire Scilla, my fond fancies iuell. b 
| er 


Glaucusand Scilla, 
Her haire not truſt, but ſcatterd on her bzow, 
Surpaſſing Hiblas honnie fo2 the view, 
Oz ſoktned golden wires; Jknow not how 
Loue with aradiant beautie did purſue 
My to iudiciall eyes, in darting fire 
That kindled ſtraight in me my fond deſire, 
Mithin thele ſnares firſt was my heart intrapped, 
Till thzough choſe golden ſhꝛowdes mine eies did ſee 
An puoꝛie ſhadowed front, wherein was w2apped 
Thoſe pꝛetie bowꝛes where Graces couched be: 
Next which her cheekes appeerd like crimſon ilk, 
D2ruddie roſe beſpꝛed on whiteſt milk, 
Twirt which the noſe in louelp tenoꝛ bends, 
(To traitrous pꝛetie foꝛ a Louers view:) 
Next which her lips like violets commends 
By true pꝛopoꝛtion that which doth inſue; 
Luhich when they ſmile, pꝛeſent vnto the eies 
The Oceans pꝛide and puoꝛie paradice. 
Her polliſht necke of milke white ſnowes doth ſhine, 
As whenthe Mone in Minter night beholdes them: 
Her bꝛeaſt ok alablaſter cleere and fine, 
Whereon two riſing apples faire vnkolds them 
Like Cinthias face when in her full ſhe ſhineth, 
And bluſhing to her Loue-mates bower declineth. 
From whence in length her armes do ſweetly ſpꝛed 
Like two rare bꝛanchie ſaples inthe Spzing, 
Heelding fiue louely ſpꝛigs from euerie head, 
Pꝛopoꝛtioned alike in euerie thing; 


Which featly ſpꝛout in length like ſpzingbozne frends, 


Mhoſe pꝛetie tops with fiue ſweet roſes ends. 
But why alas ſhould J that Marble hide 
That doth adozne the one and other flanke, 
From whence amount of quickned ſnow doth glide; 
D2 els the vale that bounds this milkwhite banke, 
Where Venus and her ſiſters hide the fount, 
Whoſe lonely Nectar dooth all ſweetes 5 
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Confounded with deſcriptions, I mult leaue them; 

Louers muſt thinke, and Poets muſt repoꝛt them: 

Foz ſilly wits may neuer well conceaue them, 

Unleſſe a ſpeciall grace from heauen conſoꝛt them. 

Aies me. theſe faires attending Scilla won me: 
But now e ſweet Mimphes) attẽd what hath vndon me. 

The louely bꝛeaſt where all this beautie reſted, 

Shꝛowded within a wozld of deepe dildaine: 

Foꝛ where J thought mp kancie ſhould be feaſted 

With kinde affect, alas (vnto mp paine) 

Chen firlt J woode the wanton ſtraight was flying, 
And gaue repulſe befoze we talkt of trying. 

How oft haue J (too often haue J done lo) 

In ſilent night when euerie eye was ſleeping, 

Dzawne neere her caue,in hope her loue were won ſo, 

Foxcing the neighbozing waters thzough my weeping 

To wake the windes, who did afflict her dwelling 
Whilſt J with teares my paſſion was a telling. 

When midſt the Caſpian ſeas the wanton plaid, 

I dꝛew whole wzeaths of cozrall from the rockes: 

And in her lap my heavenly pꝛeſents laid: 

But ſhe vnkind rewarded me with mockes, 

SBauchare the kruites that ſpꝛing from Ladies coying, 

Tho ſmi. at teares, and are intrapt with toping, 

Tongue might geow wearie to repoꝛt my wwings, 

And heart might burſt to thinke ok her deniall: 

May none be blamde but heauen fo? all theſe dwings, 

That peeld nohelpes inmidſt of all my triall. 

Heart, tongue, thought, pen nil ſerue me to repent me, 
Dildaine her ſelfe ſhould ſtriue fo2 to lament me. 

Mretched Loue let me die, end my loue by my death; 

Dead alas ſtill J line, flie my life, fade my loue. 

Out alas loue abides, ſtill J top vitall bꝛeath: 

Death in loue, lou is death, woe is me that do pꝛoue. 
Haine and woe, care E griefe euerp dap about me houers: 
The but death what can quel alp plages of haples 1 
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Aies me my moanings are like water dzops 

That neede an age to pearceher marble heart, 

J ſow'd true zeale, yet fruiteles were mp crops 2 

Iplighted faith, yet falſehoode wzought my ſmart: 

FJ pꝛaiſd her lookes, her lookes diſpiſed Glaucus, 
as euer amozous Sea- god ſcozned thus: 

A hundereth ſwelling tides my mother ſpent 

Upon theſe lockes, and all hir Nimphes were pꝛelt, 

To pleit them faire when to her bowꝛe J went: 

Pe that hath ſcene the wandꝛing Phoebus creſt, 
Toucht withthe Chꝛiſtall of Eurotas ſpꝛing, 

The pꝛide of theſe my buſhie locks might ling, 

But ſhoꝛt diſcourſe beſeemes my bad ſucceſſe, 

Cache ollice ot a louer J perfoꝛmed: 

So feruently mp paſſions did her p2eſſe, 

Do ſwete my laies, my ſpeech ſo well refozmed, 
That (cruell) when ſhe ſawe naught would begile me 
With angrie lookes the Nimph did thus exile me. 

Packe hence thou fondling to the weſterne Seas, 

Within ſome calmy riuer ſbꝛowd thy head: 

Foz neuer ſhall my faire thy loue appeaſe, 

Since fancie from this boſome late is fled: 

And if thou loue me ſhewe it in departing: 
Foz why thy pꝛeſence dooth pꝛocuremy ſmarting. 

This ſaid with angrie lookes, away ſhe haſted 

As faſt as flie the flouds befo2e the winds: 

Then J pooze ſoule with wꝛetched ſozrowes waſted, 

Exclaimde on loue, which wit and reaſon blinds: 

And baniſht from hir bowze with wofull poaſting 
J bent my ſelfe to ſ&ke a foꝛreine coaſting. 

At laſt in wandꝛing thꝛough the greater Seas 

It was mp chance to paſſe the noted ſtreights: 

And wearied ſoze in ſ&king after eaſe, 

Amidſt the creekes,and watrie coole receits, 

Iſpied from karre by helpe ok ſonnie beames 


A truitetull Ale begirt with Ocean ſtreames. 
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Weſtward J fleeted, and with heedfull eie 
Beheld the chalkie cliffes that tempt the aire, 
Till at the laſt it was mp chance to ſpie 

A pleaſant entrance to the flouds repaire; 


On either ſide a ſweete and fruicfullfield, 
of Iſis (the Ladie ofthat lonely ſtreame ) 

$14 Made holiday in view of my reſoꝛt; 

1 130 And all the Nimphes of that her watrie realme 
14 Gan trip foꝛ ioy, to make me mickle ſpoꝛt: 
1 But J pooꝛe loule with no ſuch ioyes contented, 


\ | All ſolitarie rome J heere abaut, 

-: - MNowontheſhoare,now inthe ſtreame A weepe, 
1. Fire burues within, and gaſtly feare without, 

ö No reſt, no eaſe, no hope of any ſleepe: 


4 Since time mp Scilla hath my ſutes dildained. 
; And heere conſoꝛt J now with hapleſſe men, 


Songs of remozle J warble now and then, 
herein Jcurſe fond Loue and Foꝛtune dureleſſe, 


Circumference is care, my heart the center. 


His ſenſes faild, his armes were folded ſtraight, 
And now he ſighes, and then his heart is ſtung; 
Againe he ſpeakes gainſt fancies fond deceit, 

And teares his treſles with his fingers faire, 


The piteous Nimphes that viewd his heauie plight, 

And heard the ſequell ok his bad ſucceſſe, 

Did looſe the ſpꝛings ok their remoꝛſekull ſight, 

And wept ſo ſoꝛe to ſee his ſcant redꝛeſſe: 
That of their teares there grew a pꝛetie bꝛoke, 


* — 


Thꝛough which J pꝛelt, and wondzing there beheld 


Foꝛſooke their bowers, and ſecretly lamented, 


oh '  Poozebaniſht God, heere haue Jftill remained, 


Yeelding them comfoze, (though my wound be cuteleſle) 
CUanhope my weale, mp truſt but bad aduenture, 


CUhileſt thus he ſpake, fterce Ate charmde his tongue, 


And rents his roabs,halfe mad with deepe diſpaire. 


. | Whoſe Chziſtalclarestheclowesofpencuelooke, 
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Alas woes me, hom oft haue J bewept 

Do faire, ſo pong, ſo louelp, and ſo kinde, 

And whilſt the God vpon my boſome ſlept, 

Behelde the ſcarres ofhis afflicted minde, 
Impꝛzinted in his puozte bꝛow by care, 
That kruitleſſe fancie left vnto his ſhare, 

My wandꝛing lines, bewitch not ſo my ſences: 

But gentle Mule direc their courſe aright, 

Delapes in tragicke tales pꝛocure offences: 

Peeld me ſuch feeling woꝛds, that whilſt J wꝛight 

My woꝛking lines may ſilt mine eyes with languiſh, 

And they to note my mones may melt with anguiſh, 
The wokull Glaucus thus with woes attainted, 

The penciue Mimphes agreeud to ſee his plight, 
The flouds and fields with his laments acquainted, 
My ſelfe amazd to ſee this heauie ſight; | 

On ſodaine Thetis with her traine appꝛoched, 

And grauely thus her amozous ſonne repzoched, 

My ſonne (ſaid ſhe) immoztall haue J madethee, 
Amidſt my watrierealmes who may compare | 
Oz match thy might : hy then ſhould care inuade thee, 
That art ſo pong, ſo louelp, freſh and faire. 

Alas fond God, it merits great repꝛouing 

In States ok worth, to doate on fooliſh louing. 
Come wend with me, and midſt thy Fathers bowze 
Let vs diſpoꝛt and frolicke foꝛ a while 
In ſpite of Loue: although he powte and lowze, 
Good exerciſe will idle luſts beguile: 

Let wanton Scilla coy her where ſhe will, 

Line thou my ſonne byreaſons leuell ſtill. 
Thus ſaid the Goddeſſe: and although her woꝛds 
Gaue ſignes of counſaile, pompe and maieſtie: 

Pet natheleſſe her piteous eye affooꝛds 
Some pꝛetie witneſſe to the ſtanders by, 
That in her thoughts (foꝛ all her outward ſhow) 
She mournd to lee her Sonne amated lo, 9 
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But (welladap) her wozds haue little fo2ce, 
The haples louer woꝛne with wozking woe, 
Upon the ground lay pale as any coſe, 
And were not teares which from his eyes did flowe, 
And ſighes that witneſſe he enioyd his bzeath, 
Thep might haue thought him Citizen ok death. 
Which ſpectacle of care made Thetis bow, 
And call on Glaucus, and command her Sonne 
To yeelde her right: and hir aduice allow, 
But (woe) the man whome kancie had vndone 
Mill marke her rules: noꝛ woꝛds, no2 weeping teares 
Can faſten tounſaile in the louers eares. 
The Queene of Sea, with allhir Nimphes aſſured 
That no perſwaſton might relœue his care: 
Kneling adowne, their faltring tongues enured 
To tempt faire Venus by their vowed pꝛaier: 
The courſe whereof as J could beare in minde 
With ſozrowing ſobbes they vttered in this kinde. 
Boꝛne ofthe Sea, thou Paphian Queene ok loue, 
Miſtris of ſweete conſpiring harmonie: 
Lady of Cipris, fo whoſe ſwerte behoue 
The Scpeheards pꝛaiſe the pouth of Theſſallie: 
Daughter of Ioue and Siſter to the Sonne, 
Aſſiſt pooze Glaucus late by loue vndone, 
So mailt thou baine thee in Tharcadian bzookes, 
And play with Vulcans riuall when thou liſt, 
And calmehis iealous anger by thy lookes, 
And knit thy temples with a roſeat twiſt 
Ik thou thy lelfe and thine almightie Sonne, 
Aſſiſt pooꝛe Glaucus late by loue vndone. 
Map earth ſtill pꝛaiſe thee foꝛ her kinde increaſe: 
And beaſts adoꝛe the fo their fruttfull wombes, 
And fowles with noates thy pꝛaiſes neuer ceaſe, 
And Bees admire ther fo their honnie tombes: 
So thou thy lelfe and thine almightie Sonne, 
Aſliſt pode Glaucus late by loue vndone. * 
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No ſoner from her reuerent lips were paſt 


Thoſe latter lines, but mounting in the Eaſt, 
Faire Venns in her iuoꝛie coatch did haſt, 
And toward thoſe penciue dames, her conrſe addzelt; 
Her doues ſo plied their wauing wings with flight, 
That ſtraight the ſacred Godveſie came in ſight. 
Upon her head ſhe bare that goꝛgeous Crowne, 
herein the poꝛe Amyntas is a ſtarre; 
Mer louely lockes, her boſome hang adowne 
(Thoſe netts that firſt inſnar' the God of warre :) 
Delicious louelp ine her pꝛettie eies, 
And one her cherkes carnatioonclondes ariſe, 
The ſtately roab ſhe ware vpon her back 
Tas liliie white, wherein with culloꝛed ſilke; 
Mer Nimphes had blaz d the pong Adonis wack, 
And Lædas rape by Swan as white as milke, 
And on her lap her louely Sonne was plaſte, 
hole beautte all his mothers pompe dekaſte. 
A wieath of roſes hem d his Temples in, | 
His treſſe was curlde and cleere as beaten gold; 
Haught were his lokes, and louelp was his ſkin, 
Each part as pure as Heavens eternall mold. 
And on his eies a milkewhite wzeath was ſpzed, 
TAhich longſt his backe, with pꝛettie pleits did ſhed, 
Two daintie wings ofpartie couloꝛed plumes 
Adoꝛne his ſhoulders dallping wich the winde; 
Dis left hand werlds a Toꝛch, that euer fumes: 
And in his right, his bowe that fancies bind, 
And on his back his Quiuer hangs well ſkozed 
With ſundꝛie ſhaftes, that ſundzte hearts haue goꝛed. 
The Deities ariy's in plate deſire n 
Faire Venus berto Thetis firft beſpake, 
Mꝛinceſſe of Sea ( quath ſhe) as potirequired” d 
From Ceſton which my Sonne, my courſe J take: 
Frollick faire Soddeſſe, Nimphs foꝛſake pour plaining, 
Py Sonne hath power and kauour pet temaining. 
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TUith that the reucrend powzes each other kiſſed, 
And Cupid ſmil d vpon the Mimphes foꝛ pleaſure: 
So naught but Glaucusſolace there was miſſed, 
Which to effect the Nimphes withouten meaſure 
Intreate the God, who at the laſt dꝛewe nie 
The place, where Glaucus full of care did lie, 
And from his bowe a kurious dart hee ſent 
Into that wound which he had made befoꝛe: 
That like Achilles ſwoꝛde became the teint 
To cure the wound that it had caru d befoꝛe: 
And ſodeinly the Sea- god ſtarted vp: 
Neuiude, relieud, and fre from Fancies cup. 
No moꝛè of loue, no moze of hate he ſpoke, 
No moze he foꝛſt the ſighes from out his bꝛeaſt: 
His ſodaine iope his pleaſing ſmiles pꝛouoke, 
And all aloft he ſhakes his buſhie creaſt, 
Greeting the Gods and Goddeſſes beſide, 
And euerie Nimph vpon that happie tive, 
Cupid and he together hand in hand 
Appꝛoach the place ofthis renowned traine: 
Ladies (ſaid he) releaſt from amoꝛous band, 
Receiue my pꝛiſoner to pour grace agatne. 
Glaucus gaue thankes, when Thetis glad with bliſſe 
/ Embzaſthis neck, and his kindcheekes didkiſle, 
To le the Nimphes in flockes about him play, 
How Nais kempt his head, and waſht his bzowes: 
How T hetis checkthim wich his welladap, 
Pow Clore told him of his amozous vowey, 
Dow Venus pꝛaiſd him foꝛ his faithfull loue, 
Mithin my heart a ſodein ioy did moue. 
Mhild in this glee this holy trope delight, 
Along the ſtreame a karre faire Scilia flaated, 
And coilie vaunſt hir creaſt in pen igt 
Thoſe beauties all the tides with wonder noated, 
Foe whom Palemon and the Tritons danced 
hilft che hir limmes vpon the tide aduanced. 
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Mhoſe ſwift appzoach made all the Godheads wonder: 
Glaucus gan ſmile to ſee his louelie foe, 
Race almoſt rent poze Thetis heart aſonder: 
Mas neuer happie trope confuſed ſo 
As were theſe deities and daintie dames, 
When they beheld the cauſe ok Glaucus blamts. 
Venus commends the carriage ok her eye, 
Nais vpbꝛaides the dimple in her chinne, 
Cupid deſires to touch the wantons thie, 
Clore ſhe ſweares that euerie eie doth ſinne 
That likes a Mimphthat ſo contemneth lone, 
As no attempts her lawles heart may moue. 
Thetis impatient of her wꝛong ſuſtained, 
With enuious teares her roſeat cheekes afflicted ; 
And thus of Scillas foꝛmer pꝛide complained; 
Cupid {ſaid ſhe) ſe her that hath inflicted 
The deadlie wound that harmde my louelie ſonne, 
From whome the offpzing of my care begonne. 
Oh if there dwell within thy bꝛeſt my boy 
Oz grace, oꝛ pittie.oꝛ remoꝛſe (ſaid the) 
Now bend thy bowe, abate pon wantons toy, 
And let theſe Nimphes thy rightfull iuſtice ſee, 
The God ſone won, gan ſhote,and cleft her heart 
Vith ſuch a ſhaft as cauſdher endles (mart, 
The tender Nimph attainted vnawares, 
Fares like the Libian Lioneſſe that flies 
The Munters Launce that wounds her in his ſnares; 
Now gins ſhee loue, and ſtraight on Glaucus cries; 
Whilft on the ſhoze the goddeffes reioyce. 
And all the Nimphes afflict the apze with noyſe. 
To ſhoare ſhe flitts,and ſwift as A ffrick wind 
Her foting glides vpon the peelding graſſe, 
And wounded by affect recuretofinde 
She lodainely with ſighes appꝛocht theplace 
Where Glaucus fat, and wearie with her harmes 
Gan claſpe the Sea-god in her amozous armes. 
C 2 Glauas 


Glaucus and Scilla, 

Glaucus mp love (quoth te) loke on thy louer, 

Smite gentle Glaucus onthe Mimph that likes thee; 

But ſtarke as ſtone ſat he, and ſiſt not pꝛoue her: 

(Ah fitly Nimph the ſelfeſame Gad that ſtrikes thee - 
Vith fancies darte, and hath thy freedonie flaine) 
Wounds Glaucus with the arrowe of viſdaine. 

Oh kille no moꝛe kind 3Nimph helikes no kindnes, 

L one ſicepes in him, to flame within thy bꝛeſt. 

Cleer'd are his cies, where thine are clad with blindnes; 

Free o be his thoughts, where thine muſt taſte vnreſt: 
Yet nill ſhe leaue,fo2 never laue will leaue her, 

But kruiteles hopes and latali happes deceaue her, 

L 02d how her lippes doo dwell vpon his cheekes; 

And how ſhe lookes foꝛ babies in his eies: 

And how ſhe ſigbes, and lweares ſber laues and lekes, 

Aud how ſhe vowes, and he her vowes enuies: 

Truſt me the enutous Mimphs in looking on, 
Were fo: with teares foz to aſſiſt her mone. 

How oft with bluſhes would ſhe plead fo2 grace, 

How oft with whiſperings would ſhe tempt his cates x 

Pow oft with Chziltall did ſhe wet his face: 

How oft ſhe wipte chem with her Amberheares: 

So oft me thought, J oft in heart deſtred 
To ſ the end whereto diſdaine aſpired. 

Palemon with the Tritonsroare fo; griefe, 

To ſe the Miſtris of their topes amated: 

But Glaucus ſcoznes the Mimph, chat waites reliefe ; 

And moze ſhe loues the moꝛe the Sea-god hated, (me 

Such change,ſuch chance,ſuch ſutes, ſuch ſtoꝛms beleeue 
Pooxe ſilly wzetch did hartely agreue me, 

As when the fatall bird of Augurie 

Seeing a ſtoꝛmie diſmall cloude ariſe. 

Mithin the South, kozetells with piteous crie 

The werping tempeſt, that on ſudden hies: 

Sa ſhe pooꝛe ſoule, in view of his diſdaine 
Vegan to deſtant on her future paine. 
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And fixing eye vnon the fatall ground, 

hole hoaſts of flouds dꝛew deaw from out her eyes; 
And when thꝛough inward grieke the laſſe did ſound, 

The loftued graſſe like billowes did ariſe 

To woe her bꝛeſts, and wed her limmes lo daſnfte, 

hom w2etchedIlone had made ſo weake and kaintie, 
(Ayes me), me thinks J le her Thetis fingers 
Renting her locks as ſhe were woe begon her; 

Aud now her lippes vpon his lipping lingers 3 

Oh lingring patne where loue nill lift to mone her?: 
Rue me that wꝛites, foꝛ why her ruth deſerues it: 
Hope needs mult faile, where ſozrow ſcarce pꝛeſerues ie. 

To make long tale were tedious to the wokull, 

Tofull that read what wofull ce appzoaued ; 

In bꝛiele her heart with deepe diſpaire was ſo full, 

As ſince ſhe might not win her werte beloued. 

With hiveous cries like winde boꝛne backe ſhe fled 

Unto the Sea, and toward Sicillia ſped, 
Sweete Zephirus vpon that fatall howze 
In haples tide midſt watrie woꝛld was walking; 
TMhoſe milder ſighes, alas, had little power 
To whiſper peace amongſt the Godheads talking: 

Who all in one conclude faz to purſne, 

The haples Mimph, to ſ& what would enſue. 
Venus her ſeife and her faire Sonne gan hie 
Tithin their iuoꝛie Coach dzawne fozth by doues 
Alter this haples Nimph, their power to trie: 
The Nimphes in hope to ſee their vowed loues, 

Gan cut the watrie boaſom ok the tive, 

As in Cay ſter Phocbus birds doe glide, 
Thetis in pompe vpon a Tritons back 
Did poaſt her ſtraight attended by her traine; 

But Glaucus fre from lone by ſoners wack, 
SOcking me pencine where J did remaine, 
Upon a Dolpliin hoꝛſt me (as he was) 
Thus on the Ocean hand in hand we paſle, 
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Dur talke midway was nought but ſtill of wonder, 


DOkchange, ok chaunce,of ſozrow,and her ending; 


A wept foꝛ want: he ſaid, time bzinges men vnder, 
And ſecret want can finde but ſmall befrending, 
And as he ſaid, in that bekoze I tried it, 
J blamde mp wit fozewarnd, pet neuer ſpied it. 
That nede J talke the oꝛder of mp wap, 
Diſcourſe was ſteereſman while my barke did ſaile, 
My ſhip conceit, and kancie was mp bap : 
If thele faile me, then faint my Muſe and fatle, 
Haſt bꝛought vs where the haples Nimph ſoiourned, 
Beating the weeping waues that foz her mourned. 
He that hath ſerne the Nozthzen blaſtes diſpoile 
The pompe of Pꝛime, and with a whiſtling bzeath 
Blaſt anddiſpearſe the beauties ofthe ſoile; 
Map thinke vpon her paines moze wozſe than death. 
Alas poꝛe Laſſe the Ecchoes in the rockes 
Ok sicilie, her piteous plaining mockes. 
Eccho her ſelfe when Scilla cried out O loue / 
With piteous voice from out her hollow den 
Returnd theſe wozds, theſe woꝛds of ſozrow, (no louc) 
No loue (quoth ſhe) then ſie on traiterous men, 
Then fie on hope:then ſie on hope (quoth Eccho) 
To euerie wozd the JAimphdidanſwere ſo, 
Fozeuery ſigh, the Rockes returnes a ſigh; 
Foz euerie teare, their fountaines peelds a dꝛop; 
Till we at laſt the place appꝛoached nigh, 
And heard the Nimph that fed on ſozrowes ſop 
Manke wods,and waues, and rockes, and hills admire 
The wonderous koꝛce other vntam d deſire, 
Glaucus (quoth ſhe) is faire: whilſt Eccho ſings: 
Glaucus is faire: but pet he hateth Scilla 
The wꝛetch repoꝛtes: and then her armes ſhe wings 
hilt Eccho tells her this, he hateth Scilla, = 
No hope (quoth the): no hope (quoth Eccho) chen. 
Then lie on men: when ſhe laid, de on men. 
urie 
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Glaucus and Scilla. 

Furie and Rage, Wan-hope, Diſpaire, and Woe 

From Ditis den by Ate ſent, dꝛewe nie: 

Furie was red, with rage his eyes did gloe, 

Whole flakes offire from froꝛth his mouth did flie, 

Dis hands and armes ibath'd in blod of thoſe 
home foꝛtune, ſinne, oz fate made Countries foes, 

Rage, wan and pale vpon a Tiger ſat, 

Knawing vpon the bones of mangled men; 

Naught can he view, but he repinde thereat: 

Mis lockes were Snakes bꝛed foꝛth in Stigian den, 
Next whom, Diſpaire that depe diſdained elf 
Delightleſſe liude, ſtill ſtabbing ok her ſelf, 

Woe all in blacke, within her hands did beare 

The fatall toꝛches of a Funerall, 

Her Cheekes were wet, diſpearſed was hir heare, 

Per voice was ſhyill (pet loathſome therewith all): 
Wan-hope (poe ſoule) on bꝛoken Ancker ſitts, 
Whinging his ermes as robbed ok his witts, 

' Thele ſiue at once the ſozrowing Mimph aſſaile, 

And captive lead her bound into the rocks, 

Where howling ſtill ſhe ſtriues fo} to p2enaile, 

CUith no auaile pet ſtriues ſhe: fo2 hirlocks 
Are chang d with wonder into hideous ſands, 

And hard as flint become her ſnow- white hands, 

The waters howle with fatall tunes about her, 

The aire doth ſcoule when as ſhe turnes within them, 

The winds and waues with puffes and billowes [kout her; 

Taues ſtozme, aire ſcoules, both wind & wanes begin them 

To make the place this mournful Nimph doth weepe in, 
A haples haunt whereas no Nimph may keepe in. 
The Sea-man wandzing by that famous. Jle, 
Shuns all with feare diſpairing Scillaes bowze; 
Nimphes, Sea-gods,Spzens when theplilt to ſmile 
Fozlake the haunt of Scilla in that ſtowze: 
Ah Nimphes thought J, ik euerie cop one felt 
The like miſſhappes, their flintie hearts would _ 
cf1$ 
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Glaucus and Scilla. 
Thetis reiapſt to ſe her foe depeſt, | 
Glaucus was glad, ſince Scilla was enthꝛald; 
The Nimphs gan ſinile,to boat their Glaucus reſt; 
Venus and Cupid in their thꝛoanes enſtald, 

At Thetis beck to Neptunes bowe repaire, 
Mhereas they feaſt amidſt his pallate faire, 
Df pure immoꝛtall Neckar is their dzinke, 
And ſwerte Ambroſia dainties do repaſt them, 
The Tritons ſiug. Palemon ſmiles to thine 
Upon the chance, and all the Nimphs do haſt them 
To trick vp mollie garlands where they woon, 
Fo! lonelp Venus and her conquering Sonne. 
From fo2th the fountaines ok his mothers ſtoze, 
Glaucus let flie a daintie Chʒiſtall baine 
That waſh: the Nimphs with labour tir d befoꝛe: 
Cupid hee trips among this louelp traine, 
Alonely J apart did wꝛite this ſtoꝛie 
Vith manp a ſigh and heart full ſad and ſozie. 
Glancus when all the Goddeſſes tooke reſt, 
Mounted vpon a Dolphin full ofglee ; 
Conneide me friendly krom this honozed feaſt, 
And by the wap, ſuch Sonnets ſong to me, 
That all the Dolphins neighbouring ok his glide 
Dauntt with delight, his reuerend courſe beſide. 
At laſt he left me, where at firſt he found me, 
TUilling me let the wozld and ladies knowe 
Okscillas pꝛide, and then by oath he bound me 
To wꝛite no moꝛe, oł that whence ſhame dooth grow: 
Oz tie mp pen to Pennie-knaues delight, 
But liue with fame, and (o fez fame to wꝛight. 
. Lenuoy. 
Adics he left me, truſt me T miſſay not, 
But ſo he left me as he wild me teil you: 
That Nimphs mult yeeld when faithful louers ſtraie not, 
Leaſt through contempt, almightie loue compell you 
Wich Scilla in the rockes to make your biding 
A dcurſed plague, for 0 back-ſliding. 
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Glaucus complaint written 
by the ſaid Gent. 


He Billowes that by windes aſſiſting bꝛeath 
Do beate vpon the rocks at laſt do peirce them: 
Ah then (thou gentle ofſpzing ok mp death) 
TUhy faile my plaints when penciue J rehearſe them 
To wound thine eares : when as my wozds exceed them, 
And that my ſighes in ſteade of windes dw leade them, 

Along the flods J wander all fozlozne, 

Noꝛ may the Sea-nimphes ſiniles enfozce me play: 

But if J think, J thinkvpon thy ſcozne, 

And ik J wiſh, J wiſh mp diſmall dap, 

Oh kruites ok loue, oh powꝛefull courſe of paine 
That one ſhould like the thing that hath him ſlaine. 

Loke in my mothers Chziſtall face, faire maide, 

There read the ſtozic of my bitter ſtateʒ 

My teares her ſiluer floatings haue alatd, 

Per troubled lokes fozeſhowe my wzetched fate: 

Ik not koꝛ me, yet mourne her bitter weeping, 
And pittie him whole heart is in thy keeping, - 

Take pittie Scilla, pittie thou thy louer; 

Foz thou art faire, and beautie ſhould haue pittie, 

Ahlas ſhe flies, perſwaſions cannot mone her, 

Ohe is too wanton, 02 to fooliſh wittie: 

Along the floates theſcalie troopes encreaſe, 
Pet nill ſhe loue to maintaine natures peace, 

Oh ſtepdame Nature haſt thou ſhut theſe faires 

| Within the rampeir of ſo deepe diſdaine, 

To kill a God with ſozrowes and diſpaires: 

Could God thy powꝛe (to leſſen all my peine) 
Mere dead in her; 0? fancies quenchles fire 
Might from my bzeſt with ceaſeles courle retire. 

— But 
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Glaucus complaint. 


But all in vaine (ſo vaine is laues purſute) 
Trie J her eares, and tempt her hardned heart: 
Ceaſe wꝛetched tongue, twere better ſtill be mute, 
Than tell a tale ot griefe and endles (marc 
To her that grounds her gloꝛies on diſdaine, 
And takes a pꝛide to viewe mp bitter paine. 
(Fond that J am) all theſe are faint ſuppoſes; 
Imperious Loue (to ſhewe his endles power) 
My tender and immoꝛtall heart encloſes 
thin the center ok her louelp lowze: 
That all may ſ&, Loues pꝛiſon is her eie, 
And Gods muſt ſtope vnto his deitie. 
Det (Loue) allot pꝛeſcriptions vnto woe; 
Els will the ſowze exceed the ſwerte by karre: 
Oz leuell pittie from thy lawles bowe, 
That ſoꝛrowe in exceſſe, may cauſe a warre 
That may conſume, it not confound mp like; 
And J map ſ&meto die amidſt the fkrife, 
The deafe nill heare: both (he and Loue together 
Paue made a match to aggreuate my griefe: 
I ſ& mp hell, there reſts no hope in either: 
From pꝛoud contempt there ſpzingethnoreliefe, 
hat reſts there then but ſince I may not gaine her, 
In piteous tearmes aud teares fo; to complaine her, 


FINIS. 
The 


ten by Thomas Lodge Gent. 


Uch time as from her Mothers tender lap 
The night aroſe, guarded with gentle winds: 
And with her pꝛecious dew refreſht the ſap 
Dfblome aud barke (whilſt that her mantle blinds 
The vaile of heauen) and euery bird was till 
Saue Philomele, that did bemoane her ill, 
hen in the Weſt Orion life aloft 
Hts ſtarrie creſf,and ſmild vpon the Twins; 
And Cynthia ſeeme w bꝛight (whoſe eie full oft 
Had watcht her loue) with radientlight begins 
To pterce the vaile of ſilence with her beames, 
Spotting with wanton cleere on Ocean ſtreames. 
When little winds in beating of their wings, 
Did woe the eies to leaue their wonted wake, 
And all was huſtht ſaue Zephyrus, that ſings 
With louely bꝛeathings fo2 the Sea-nimphs ſake: 
My watchfall griefes perplext my minde ſo ſoze, 
That fo2th Jwalkt my ſozrowes to deploze, 
The doalp ſeaſon that reſembled well 
My dꝛoping heart, gaue life to mp lament; 
Each twinckling lamp that in the heauens did dwell 
Gan reſt his courſe to hearken mine entent: 
Fooꝛth went J ſtill deuiſing on my keare 
Diſtinguiſhing each footeſtep with a teare. 
My wozking thought deluding of my pace, 
At laſt did bzing me to a deſart dale, 
(By enuious mountaines robd of Phcebus face) 
Where growes no hearb to caſte of deaws auaile, 
Au midſt thereof, vpon a bed of moſſe 
A Satyre did his reſtles bovie toſſe. 


D 2 Stearne 


The Bell Satyre writ 


The diſcontented Satyre; 


Stearnewere his lookes, afflicting all the feelys 
That were in view; his buſhie lockes vndzeſt 
UAtth terroꝛ hang, his hautour hozroz pelds, 

And with the ſight my ſozrowes were ſuppꝛelt; 
So , ncere J dꝛewe, when ſodenly he roaſe, 
And thus in tearmes his purpoſe did diſcloſe, 

Bluſh dates eternall lampe to ſ thy lot, ä 
Since that thy cleere with cloudy darkes is ſcary; 
Lobe on faire Cinthia fo2 Ilike the not; 

Fo? bozrowed beauties, merit no regard: 

Boaſt Diſcontent, naught map depꝛeſſe thy powze, 
Since in thy ſelle all griefe thou dooſt deugure, * 

Thau art the God whome J alone adoꝛe 
hole pobe includeth diſcoꝛds all in one, 
Confuſtons are thy foode and fatall ſtoze, 

Thy name is feard where thou art moſt vnknowne ; 
Thy grace is great, fo2 foztunes laugh and lowze 
Aſſailes them not, that gloꝛie in thy powze, 

The minde thꝛough thee diuines on endleſſe things, 

And foꝛmes a Heauen thꝛough others kond miſlikes; 
Time loathes thy haunt, pet lends thee many wings: 
Refined wits againſt thy bulwarke ſtrikes; | 

And when their curious thoughts are ouerpaſt, 
They ſcoꝛue their bookes, and like thy bent at laſt. 

Foz who but thou can peld them any gaine ? ; 

Depztue the woꝛld of perfect Diſcontent ; 

All glozies end, true honoz ſtraight is ſlaine, 

And life it ſelfe in erroꝛs courſe is ſpent, 

All toile dooth ſo2t but to a ſo2rie end, 


Fox thꝛough miſlikes, each learnes foz fo commend, 


Mhat made fierce Phillips ſonne to manage armes, 
To vaile the pꝛide of Perſia by his ſwoꝛd, 

But thoump God, that he by others harmes 

Might raiſe his ſeate: and thereby ſtill affoꝛd 

A cauſe of diſcontent to them that loſt, 

And hate in him that by their powze was croſt, 


Let 


e 


The diſcontented Satyre. 


Let enuie ceaſe, what ꝛince can make it knowne 

How verre he loues his belt eſtemed friends; 

Fox were not ſome of purpoſe ouerthzowne, 

ho map diſcerne wheretotrue fauoꝛ tends: 
Thus Ioꝛinces diſcontent dooth honoꝛ ſome, 
And others thꝛough their hates to credit come. 

Without thy helpe the Soldier ſhunnes the feeld: 

Mou ſtudeous Arts how katall haps had pou, 

If diſcontents did not ſome ſuccoꝛs yeld : 

Oh fleeting Fame who could thy grace purſues 
Did not my God ſend emulacions out 
To whet the wits andpens of Pallas rout, 

How could theHeauens haue retrogradeaſpecs 

ithaut thy heipe : How might the Plannets finde 

Their 6ppoſitions, and their Trange efects, 

Unleſſe thy powꝛe aſũſted enteric kinde% _ 

The aire by thee at firf inuented voice, 
Mhich once reuerberate, ſtraight peelds a noice. 

The pencile man that with a careles hand 

Hath ſhaddowed Venus, hates his ſlack regard; 

Aud all amaz'd doth diſcontented ſtand, 

And mends the ſame that he befoze had mard-: : 
Who ſ&s not then that it was Diſcontenr, 
That ſight to eie, and perfect iudgementlent 4 2 

The ſchooleman that with herdleſſe floziſh wzites, 

Refines his fault, if thou direa his eie: 

And then againe with wonder he endites 

Such ſwerte ſententious lines, as neuer die: 

Loſt in mp ſelfe in pꝛaiſing of thy might, 
My ſpeech peelds vp his office to delight. 

This ſaid he ſmil d, and on his reſtles bed 

Repolveand toſt his indiſpoſedlims.; . 

A wozldof thoughts ſtill hammerd in his head, 


Now would he ſlæpe, and ſtraight his couch he trims: 
And then he walkes, and therewith ſits him downe: 


And faines to ſing, yet eadech with a frowne. 
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The diſcontented Satyre. 


Iſtood amaz'd and wondzed at his wozds, 
And ſought to ſuck the loule from out his lips, 
His rare diſcourſe ſuch wondꝛous iope affoʒds: 
But vnawares, like lightfoote Fawnehe trips 
Along the lawnes : and J with watch fozeſpent, 
Dew home and vowde to honoꝛz Diſcontent. 


FINIS. Thomas Lodge. 


Sundrie ſweete Poems 
written by the ſaid 
Gent. 


In praiſe ofthe Countrey lite. 
Off happie bleſt the man that midſt his countrie bowers 
Without ſuSpett of hate, or dread of enuioustongue 
May dwell among his owne : not dreading fortunes lowres, 
Farre fro thoſe publique plagues that mightie men hath ſtoong- 

Whoſe libertie and peace is neuer ſold for gaine, 

Whoſe words doo neuer ſoothawanton princes vaine. 
Incertaine hopes, and vo wes, doo neuer harme his thought, 
And vaine deſires doo ſhunne the place of his repoſe; 

Hie weepes noyeares miſi pent, nor want of that he ſought, 
Nor reapes his gaine by wordt, nor builds upon —— 

T be ſtormes of troubled Sea do neuer force his fears, (ears, 

Nor T rumpets ſound dooth chang his ſleepes, or charme his 
Ambitions neuer build wit hin his conſtant minde, 

A cunning coy deceipt his ſoule dooth not diſguiſe, 
His firme and conſt ant faith corruptionsneuer blind, 
He neuer Waits hit weale from princes A : 

But liuing well content with enerie kinde of thing, 

He is his proper court, his fauor, and his King. 


Delectable Poems. 
His will (reſtraind by wit) it neuer forſt awrie, 
Vaine hopes,andfatallfeares (the courtiers common foes) 
(Afraid by his foreſight) doo ſhun his piercing eye: 

And naught but true delight acquaints him where he goes, 


No high attempts to winne;but humble thoughts and deeds, 
The veriefruites and flowers that ſpring from vertues ſeeds. 


(O deities diuine) your Godbeads I adore 
That haunt the hils, the feelds,the forrest5 and the ſprings, 
That make my quiet thoughts contented With my ſtore, 
Andfixe my hopes on heauen,and notonearthly things 
That driue me from deſires, (in view of courtly ſtrife,) 
And draweme tocommend the fields and countrie life. 
My thoughts are nom encloſde within my proper land, 
And if my bodie ſlcepe my minde dooth take his reſt, 
Ay ſimple zeale andloue my dangers doo wit hſtand. 
The mornings pleaſant ayer inuites me from my neſt. 
If wether wax too warme I ſeeke the ſilent ſhade, 
Iffroſtsaſffict, Iſtriue for warmth by hunters trade. 
Although my biding home be not imboft with gold, 
And that with cunning skill my chambers are not dreFF, 
(Whereas the curiouseye my ſunarie ſights bebold) 
Tet feedes my quiet lookęs on thouſand flowers at leaſt, 
The treaſares of the plaine the beauties of the ſpring, 
Made rich with RoſesſWweete and euerie pleaſant thing. 
Amidſt the pallace braue puft vp with wanton ſhowes 
eAmbicions dwell and there falſe fanors finde diſguiſe, 
There lodge conſuming cares that hatch our common woes: 
AmidF our painted feelds thepleaſant Fayrie hes, 
Andall thoſe powers diuine that with untruſſed treſſes, 
Content ment, happie loue, and perfect ſport profeſſts, 
So lining,naught remaines my ſolace to betray; 
T heare thepleaſant birds record their ſacred ſtraines, 
When at the mornings riſe they bleſſe the ſpringing day: 
The murmuring fountains noiſe from out the marble vaines, 


Are pleaſing to mine eares : Whilſt with agentill fall 


T hey fleete from hie, and ſerue to wet the meads wit hall. 
What 


Delectable Poems. 


What fport may equall this, to ſee to prettie doues 
When neb to neb they ioyne, in fluttering of their wings, 
And in their roundelaies with kiſſes ſeale their loues? 
Then wondering at the gifts Which happie nature brings; 
What ſport is it to ſleepe and ſlumber by a well, 
Whoſe fleeting falls mals ſhow, ſome louely tale to tell? 
Oh what content tofee amidſt the darkeſome night 
(When asthe ſetting ſonne hath left the moone in place) 
The Nimphes amidſt the vales and groues to take delight, 
To dance, to leap, to ſkip, with ſweet and pleaſant grace, 
To giue greene govnes in ſport, and in their tripping małę 
By force of footing all the ſpringing grafſe toquake, 
Their daunces brought to end, I lift my lookes one hie 
To ſee the horned moone, and deskant on her he 
leere ſiluer ſhining bright, and efiſoones then think 1 
pon that hapie chance the Latmian ſhepheard knew : 

Then doo I wiſhmy ſelfe as faire a friend as ſhe, 

Bat watching f deſire ſhe might difort with me. 7 
Thus midſt the ſilent night my ſelfe I doo content: | 
Then When as Phoebus beameg our Hemiſphere enflames, 4 
A thouſand change of ſports for pleaſure f inuent, 

And feaſt my quiet thoughts with ſunarie pleaſant games, 
Now angle I awhile, then ſeek I for the chace, 
And ftraight my limerods catch the Sparrows onthe place. 
Tlike, and make ſome lone: but yet inſuch a ſort 
That naught but true delight my certaineſute purſues 
Aylibertie remaines, and yet I reape the ſport, 
Nor can the ſnares of loue my heedefull thoughts abuſe: : 
But when Iwould forgoe, I haue the power to flie, f 

And ſtand aloofe and laugh, while others ſtarue and die. 4 
My ſweete and tender flocks(my faithfull feeld compeers) 
You forreſts, hoults,and groues,you meads & mountaines hie, 
Be you the witneſſes of my contented yeares : 

And you O ſacred powers vouchſafemy humble crie, 
And during all my daies, doo not theſe ioyes eſtrange J 
But let them ſtill remaine, and graunt noother change. 
” Finis, - 72 
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Poems. 
In commendation of a folitarie life. 
Ot yet forſaken (gentle Mule ) drawneere, 
And helpe to wearie out theſe worldly thoughts; 

Goe fit thy methode to my moodie cheere, 

For why fond pleaſure now preuailethnoughts: 

Since where contentand wealthie ſtatedeclines, 
The heart dooth droope, and dolefull bethe lines. 

Forthy ( fond man) why reſt I not at laſt? 

My wings of hope are clipte by foule diſgrace: 

The ſiluer downe of agenow flocketh faſt, 

Like moſſe on oake to dwell vpon myface : 

And what with thoght & time, through want & ruth; 
I challenge care for ioy, and age for youth. 

What fruites of former labours doo I finde? 

My ſtudious pen dooth traffique for a ſcorne: 

My due deſerts are but repaid with winde; 

And what J carne, is nought but bitter mourne: 

In whichaccompt I reapbut this aduiſe, 
To ceaſe to clime, and le contented wiſe. 

But gentle Muſe, where boadeththis content? 

The Princes Court is fraught with endleſſe woes, 

Corruptions flocke where honors doo frequent. 

The Cities ſwarme with plagues, with ſutes, with foes: 
Highcliming wits doo catch a ſodein fall, 

With none of theſe Content liſt dwell withall. 

Ahbeautie of the double topped hill, 

Thou ſaddeſt ſiſter ofthe facred nine, 

What fruitfull pleaſance followethnow.my quill? 

What wondrous beauties bleſſe my drooping eine? 
Euen ſuch as earſt the ſhepheard inthe ſhade 
Beheld, when he a Poet once was made. 

Me thinkes I ſee the deſerts freſharraid, c 

New mantled in their liueries of greene, 

Whoſe frolicke pride makes ſmilingheauen apaid z 

Whereinthe Nymphs doo wearie out their teene, | 
Waſhing their iuorie in thoſe murmuring ſprings, 
At whoſe kinde fall. the birds mi pleaſure ſans, , 
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| See where a Cauepreſents it ſelfe to eie, 


Poems. 

See vchere the babes of memorie are laid 

vnder theſhadow of Apollos tree, 

That pleit their garlands freſh, and well apaid, | 

And breath foorth lines of daintie poecie: 4 
Ah world farewell, the ſight hereof dooth tell, 
I hat true content dooth inthe deſert dwell. 


By Natures hand enforſt in marble vaines; 0 
Where climing Cedars with their ſhades denie, 1 
The eye of day to ſee what there remaines: 1 
A couch of moſſe, a brooke of ſiluer cleere, 
And more, for foodea flocke of ſauage deere. 
Then here (Kinde Muſe) vouchſafe to dwell with me, 
My veluet robe ſhalbe a weede of gray 
And leaſt my heart by tongue betrayed be, 
For idle talke Iwill goe faſt and pray: 
No ſooner ſaid and thought, but that my heart 
His true ſuppoſde content gan thus impart. 
Sweete ſolitarie life thou true repoſe, 
Wherein the wiſe contemplate heauen aright, 
In thee no dread ofwarre or worldh foes, 
Inthee no pompe ſeduceth mortall ſight, 
In thee no wanton eares to win with words, 
Nor lurking toyes,which Citie life affoords. 
At peepe of day when in her crimſon pride, : 
The as beſpreds with roſes all the waie q 
Where Phæbus coachwith radiant courſe mult glide, Y 
The Hermit kends his humble knees to pray: 
Bleſsing that God, whoſe bountie did beſtow 
Such beauties on theearthly things below. 
Whether withſolace trippingonthe trees 
He ſces the citizens ot Laurel ſportr, 
Or midft thewithered.oake beholds the Bees 
Int end cheir labour witha kinde conſort: 
Downedrophis teares, to thinke how they agree, 
Where men alone with hate inflamedbe. 10 
ä aſte 


"es 
Poems. 
Taſte he the fruites that ſpring from Tellus woomb; 
Or drinke he of the chriſtall ſprings that flowes: 
He thankes his God, and {ighes their curſed doomb 
That fondly wealth in ſurfetting beſtowes : | 
And with Saint Hierom ſaith, The Deſert is 
A paradiſe of ſolace, ioy, and blis. 
Father of light, thou maker ofthe heauen, 
From whom my being well,and being ſprings: 
Bring to effect this my deſired ſteauen, 
That I may leaue thethought of worldly things: 
Then in my troubles will I bleſſe the time, 
My Muſe vouchſafde me ſuch a luckie rime. 
| 375 Finis. T. L. 


Beauties Lullabie. 


Hos ego verſiculos feci, tulit alter honores. 


(om I had thought to haue ſuppreſſed this Lullabie in ſilence, 
amongſt my other papers that lie buried in obliuion : but the impu- 

dent arrogancie of ſome more then inſolent Poets haue altered my 
purpoſe in that reſpect, and made me ſet my name to my one worke, 


leaſt ſome other vaine glorious Bar#lu ſhould preiudice my paines, by 


ſubſcribing his name to that which is none of hisowne. 
Non meſaree. 


1 Lullabie Beautie, ſweet Beautie lullabie; 
To ſuch kind of Infants ſing lulla would I. 


Meet, ſweet deſire that made my pleaſant wondring eyes 
To gade on ſuch a blazing ſtarre, as dims the ſtate of abies: 
Whoſe feature while my uſe doth now deniſe upon; 
Sweet Beautie reſt thee ſtill awhile, I ſhal haue done anon. 
Firſt lulla to thoſe lockes deriu d from Phoebus rayes, 
Which faſten light in dimmeſt lookes by vertue of their ſprayes: 
From whence her golden wiers Diana borowed then, 
When with Arachne at the loombe ſhe ſtroue amidſt the fen. 
E 2 Next 


Poems. 
VMWext lala ro the front here onlie ſhrowdes the die, 
Which ruddie Morrow borowed then when Thetis ſhe did ſpie 
To hunt forbidden bed, whereas vermillion hue 
Is ſtaind in ſight, and euery ſenſe appruues my cenſure true. 
Next lulla to thoſe ſtatelie couerts of her eyes, 
In which in Alablaſter white dame Nature did deniſe 
A ſubtil frame of ſetled wiers, in ſuch confuſed art: 
As thoſe that looke but on that works amazed doo depart. 

Next lulla to thoſe lamps, thoſe twinckling ſtemmes of ſtate: 
Wherof but one,doth dim the Sunne (bot hi) Sunne & Moone do 
On which while Joue doth prie, the ielous Iunochides. (mate, 
Thus Gods & men admire at her in ir hom ſuch beautie bides. 

But he that doth but marke thoſerocks of marble white; 

Frõ whẽce do ſpring thoſe ſweet perfumes the ſenſes that delight, 
And ſees With how great ſtate the ruddie lippes they ſhade, 
Wil think the workmã more dinine that ach a work hath made. 

Now ſee thoſe crimſon cheekes, the mounts wherein do dye il 

The golden fruit Eneas fet from midſt the mouth of hell, 

Bedett with driuen ſuow, and pounſt with Rubie red; 

To which compare the ruddie roſe, and it wil ſeeme but dead. 
Next praiſe thoſe cherrie lips where roſe and lillie meete, 

Encloſures of th Egiptian gems, fr5 whence doth Zephir ſweet 

Breath forth a blaſt, and yeeld an noyſelike to Orpheus lute, 

Which mou d the craggie rocks to ruth, & ſtird what ſo was mute. 

Yet in that dimpled chinne bedect with euery grace, 
Where curious eye may eaſlieſee the beautie of the face, 
eAamit but this, that Ganimede the cuppe for Toue did chuſe: 
And if a man might drink With Gods would I the ſame might ve. 

T hen bleſſed be thoſe mounts Where Venus ſits and ſings, 

With wanton Cupid in her lappe,and from thoſe ſtatelie ſprings 
Drawes Nectar forth to feed her ſonne: which taſt him fo beguild, 
That onlie for to ſucke thoſe teates, he ſt ill would be a child. 

But looke a low( my Muſe and fixe thy ſtatelie view : 

Behold a path like Dedalls e, wherein with aZure clew 

A T heſcus may the ſecret cells of beantie there behold, 

More ſtatelie thanth'Egiptian tombes, thonghreared all of gold. 
Next 


Poems. 
Next which of eAlablaſter white a mountaine there doth riſo, 
A mountaine faire of driuen ſuowe, wherein incarued lies 
A ſtatelie tipe of Venus vale : ſome calls it Cupids conch; 
Whereas the God deuiſing lies which part were beſt to touch. 
There ſpies he 2 Nature ſits and paints 
Th impreſſions of the ſweeteſt formes her fancie her acquaints: 
In which one lulla I would rocks to Beautis grace, 
And be a prentiſe during life to ſerue her in that place. 
Next lulla to thofe forts whereout doth fancieprie, 
As one amazd to ſee the ſtarre is fixt before her eye. 
A Crinite Comet cr:iþed faire which on thoſe arches ſtands 
Of Marble White enameled,and cloſde with azure bands, 
But he that ſees thoſe knees,Whoſe feature is ſo faire, 
As when they bena, all knees do bend below and midſt the aire , 
Whoſe cords by compaſſe Mit, and nerues by Nature ſet, 
Bindes eArt apprentiſe for ſome yeres the patterne for to get. 
Herereſts not wonders yet : for Why behold a lowe 
Two riſing ſiluer coloured clowdes,which like to thoſe doo ſhewe, 
As compaſt in faire Phœbus then, when in his midday prime 
He fported with Caſſandra faire, amidſt the ſommer time. 
Wow Nature ſtands amazd her ſelfe to looke on Beauties feets, 
To fee thoſe ioynts combinde in one, and fram d of Amber ſweete, 
So ſmall a pile ſo great a waight,like Atlas to vphold 
The bodie,asthe mightie man to beare the heauens is bold, 
But to behold thoſe Gemini,thoſe ſiluer coloured armes, 
Who natiue bloud with bluſhing ſtreames in azure cõduits warmes, 
Inuite the ſence like violets, bepurfurated faire 
W:th Floras lillies, lillie white theſe louelie branches are. 
But whileſt f gaze a lom, and ſee thoſe palmes of peace, 
herein the mappe of fortune reſts and times diſcents increaſe: 
From Whence the branching fingers ſpred betipt with iuorie, 
T he leaſt impreſſion whereof a marble mind might mollifie, 
Makes me cofeſſe pen may not write, hart think. nor tung unfold 
The leaſt effett in Beautie, where both iuorie, pearle, and gold, 
Mhere purphure, Ebonie, white, and red, al colours ſtained bee: 


And if thou ſeeke for all theſe ſweetes,then ſeełę my ſweet to ſee, 
Finis. 
| E 12 Sundrie 
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Sundrie ſweete Sonnets 
written by the ſame 
Gent. 


I 
Verie Phenix, in her radiant cies 
I leaue mine age, and get my life againe; 
True Heſberus, I watch her fall and riſe: 
And with my teares extinguiſhall my paine , 

My lips for ſhadowes ſhield her ſpringing roſes, 
Mine eies for watchmen guard her while ſhee ſleepeth, 
My reaſons ſerue to quite her faint ſuppoſes: : 
Her fancie, mine; my faith herfancie keepeth; | 
She flowre, I branch; her ſweetes my ſowres ſupporteth, 
O happie Loue, where ſuchdelights conſorteth. 

Fins. 


1 | 
17 ow but with ſome griefe henceforth to ſhunne the place, 
Where beautie caſts her ſcortching lookes to feed me With diſ- 
And ſince Iwasſo fond to build on ſuch a molde, (grace. 
As enery waue of vaine conceit the ſubſtance may uvnfolde; 
I will repent with teares the errors of my mind, 
And leaue to tie my thoghts tolike of wanton Womankznd. 
Whoſe wayward wiles I ſpie how full of ſleights they be, 
T he heart delights in others choiſe, the hand yet faunes on me, 
And faine ſhe would forſake, yet folloWes if I ſnunne, 
And with her tung repents the time that ere the fact was done. 
And yet ſhe will be thought as conſtant as the beſt ; 
Yet ſcornes the ma that beareth faith & courage in his creſt, 
hom if ſhe liſt to knowe, his colour ſable is; 
A mournful colour meete for thoſe whoſe eyes haue gar d amis: 
His colour pale for woe, his courage all forlorne; 
His hart confirm d to ſhun the ſex that holds his faith in ſcorne. 
Willing all men to learne, ſeaſt they be forſt to proue, 
That women alter with the wind, and haue no hold in leue. 
Finis. 
The 


Sonnets. 


3 3 
T He heauens inclinde to change, are paſsing cleere, 
Their ſhowres reſtraind make billowes of mine cies, 
Their windes made calme within my breaſt appeere, 
Which dims the aire with ſighs and heauie cries. | 
My fro en loue hath laid the froſt adowne, 
Theſe ſnowesreſtraind ſerue to congeale my heart, 
This pleaſant ſpring my ſtormie ſorrowes frowne : 
Goe lying bookes, ceaſe foolesto boaſt your art, 
And marke the cauſe: my Miſtres ſmiles and lowres 


Makes cleere the heauens, & clowdes my heart with 
Finis. (ſhowers. 


Will become 4 Hermit now, 
and doo my penance ſtraight 
For all the errors of mine eyes 
wit h fooliſh raſhnes fild: 
My hermitage ſhall placed be, 
where mellancholies waig he, 
And none but loue alone ſhall knowe 
the bower I meane to build, 
My daylie diet ſhall be care, 
made calme by no delight: 
My dolefull drinke my drierie teares, 
amidſt the darkeſome 2 
T he fire that burnes my heedles heart 
ſhall ſtand in ſtead of light, 
And jhall conſume my wearie life 
mine errors to deface. 
My gowne ſhall be of ſpreding gray 
to clad my limmes wit hall: 
My late repent vpon my browe 
ſhall plainlie written be. 
Ay tedious priefe and great remorſe 
that doth my ſoule enthrall, 
Shall ſerue toplead my wearie paines 


and 


Sonnets, 


and penſiue miſerie. 
Of faintfull hope ſhall be my affe 
and dayliewhen} pray, | 
Aly miſtris picture plac't by loue 

ſhall witnes what I ſay. 


1 F that I ſeeke the ſhade, I ſodeinlie doo ſee 
The God of Loue forſake his bow, and ſit me by: 
If that Ithinke to write, his Muſes pliant be: 
If that I plaine my griefe, the wanton boy will crie. 
If Ilament my cares, he dooth increaſe my paine: 
If teares my cheeks attaint, his cheeks be moyſt with mone: 
If Idiſcloſe the wounds the which my heart hath ſlaine, 
He takes his Faſcia off, and wipes them drie anone. 
If that Iwalke the woods, the woods are his delight : 
Tf I my ſelfe torment, he bathes him in my blood: 
He will my Souldier be if once I end to fight: 
If ſeas delight, he ſteeres my barke amid the floud: 
Inbriefe, thecruell God dooth neuer from me goe, 
But makes my laſting loue eternall by my oe. 
ä Finis. 
6 | 
V Earie am I to wearie Gods and men, 
Wearie am Ito weep ſo mane teares 

without ſome ſuccor : 
Mearie am I my wretched ſtate to ken, 
Wearie am f toſee my wofull yeares 

conſume With dolor. 
T heſe mounts,theſe fields,theſe rocks, theſe waues, theſe Woods 
Reſigne their ecchoes to my Wofull cries, 

too much diſdained: 
Theſe lambes, theſe kidds, theſe bulloc kęs, leaue their foods, 
Theſe flowers, this graſſe, with mourning parched lies 

to ſee me pained. 


Nanght under Sunne that hath not taſt ed change, 


Sonnets. 
ey bitter grieſt alone abideth ſtill LEE 
without departure. 
eAccurFt be Loue, that Wrought this wonder ſtrange, 
Boading my forowes by my wanton will 
that cauſde my ſmarting. 
O quiet life forepaſt, Why haft thou left 
The wofull ſnepheard wearie of his paine 
to feed on ſorrow ? 
Oh weeping eies of wont ed ioyes bereft, 
Why leaue you him Whom luc kleſſe Lone hath ſlame 
to view the morroW ? 
My faintfull flocke dooth e and lament, 
To ſee their maſter mourning his miſchance 
this iolly ſeaſon : 
My bagpip's broke, my roundelaies are blent, 
Ay rebecke now my ſolace to aduance 
aceounts it geaſon : 
Ter not alone ſheepe, lambes, kidds weep my woe? 
But rocke for ruth, and birds for ſorow plaine 
my wofullwending e 
Then cruell Loue vouchſafe me to firgoe 
Ay wretchedlife, the cauſe of mickle paint, 
and make mine ending. 
The rockestheir brookes with murmuring noyſe ſhallweepe, 
The birds their ſongs with warbling notes ſhallſong : 
| and full of pleaſure 
Ay flockes ſhall feed although their maSter fleep, 
And to my graue their falling fleeces bring, 
their natiue treaſure. 
Solace each where ſhallraigne When} am dead, 
No care, no woe, no ſorroW ſhall preuaile : 
1 —_—_ but well contented 
oore I ſhall ſleep when curſed Lowe is fied. 
T hat firſt with fare did the fields te ; 
where I frequented, 
Finis. 
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e earth late choakt wich 3 
Is now araid in greene: | 
Her boſome ſprings with flowers, 

The aire diſſolues her teene, 

The heauens laugh at her glorie: 
Yet bide I ſad and ſorie. 

The woods are deckt with leaues, 

And trees are cloathed gaie, 

And Floracrownd with ſheues 

With oaken boughs dooth play: 

Where J am clad in blacke, 
The token of my wracke. 

The birds vpon tlie trees 

Doo ſing with pleaſant voices, 

And chaunt in their d 

Their loues and luckie choices: 

When I, whilſt they are ſinging, 
With ſighs mine armes am wiinging. 

The Thruſhes ſeeke the ſhade, 

And I my fatall graue: 

Their flight to heauen is made, 

My walke on earth I haue: 

They free, I thrall : they iolly, 
I fad and penciue wholly. 


8 
VV. with aduice I weigh my yeares forepast, 
And count the courſe that in my youth 7 kept: 

How my fond cies on gariſh beautie plaſt, 
Dima by deſires in vaine opinion ſlept - | 

For euerie looke and thought with teares I crie, 

I loath the faults and fillies of mine eie. 
By Which my heart Was burnt with ſcorching flame, 
Growing to head by ſtealth of idle time, 
Whom oft my lookes With bluſhing red did blame; 


But follie fixt before, it grew to prime: 


So for my wanton lookes with teares I crit, 
Iloath the faults and folties of mine eie. 
Oh wanton looks, yee foes of ſad forecaſt, 
That wept the teares of will, and not repent : 
Now ſee the end how fiekle faire is pa#t, 


[a3 <8 
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And crimſon cheekes with crooked yeares are ſpent: 
And blame your ſelues,and helpe my carefullerie, 
Who loath the faults and follies of mine eye. 


7. Finis. 
H4 nd, heart, and eye; touclit, thought, and did beho'd g 
A lock, a ioye, a looke of great delight, 
Lookes ſweet, ioyes rare, but lockes of beaten gold, 
Hearts ioye, eyes lookes, hands touch ſo pleaſde my fight; 
That what I would, by eye, hand, heart I trie, 
nd what I am, is but hand, heart, and eye. 
Finis. 
] F hollowe eyes, if wan andweariſh face, | 10 
If ſealding ſighes my ſecret ſuites bewray : 
Loe(loue )theſe lookes that want their former grace, 
And dying thoughts which ſecret ioyes betray. 
And grant me this that either death may eaſe, 
Or humble ſuite my miſtris Wrath appeaſe, 
Whoſe dire diſdaine more pines my faintung heart, 
Than ÆEtnaes flame that fumes both night and day © 
IWhoſe wiſedome when it meaſures by deſart, 
Diſſolues my doubts and driues my woes away: 
Whoſe lookesif once they yeeld me beames of grace, 
Diſcharge the furrowes that befret my face. 
T wixt hope and happe my ſhippe doth beare a ſaile, 
The Seas are ſig hes, the Ancker ſlipper ioye; 
Would Sea and Ancker both Ke might faile, 
So land of loue were gain d to foile annoye. 
I ſay no more, the teare that laſt did fall 
On latter line, can ſhewe and open all, K 
inis. 


A Satyre ſirring by a riuer ſide, 11 


Foreworne with care that hardlie findes recure: 
A ſtraying Nymph in paſsion did deride 
His teares, his care, her ſmiles her ſcornes aſſure: 
He wept, ihe wiſlit, and all their thoughts among, 
Fancie beheld and ſung this careſull ſon gg 
I. 52 Perhaps 
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Perhaps the furrowes inthy wrinckled face 
Growne by thy gricte, abate thy wonted forme: 
Perhaps her eye was formde to yeeld diſgrace, 
And blemiſht that vvhich wit may not reforme. 

Perhaps ſhe will if ſo thou liſt to proue, 
Perhaps ſhe likes, and yet ſhe dares not louc. 
But if( perhaps) thy fortune be ſo faire, 

Lang Satyre then it proues a pretie prize : 

And if thou wilt, fo liue toſhunne diſpaire 

As looking long thoukeepe thy proper eyes. 
This ſaid ſhe ceaſt: the Nymph ſhe fled away, 
And good perſwaſion cauſde the Satyre play. 


12 Aire Phoebus flowre vpon a ſommer morne, 


Gan proud with loue to ſhewe her painted pride, 
And gay with glorie with a curious ſcorne, 
Diſdainde thoſe buds that bleſſow'd ber beſide. 

When Roſe and Lillies, Violets and Balme, 
(Scarce warm d to worke their beauties to a flowre ) 
With enuious Wrath neere to a Water calme, 

Beheld my Phillis in a happie homre. | | 

Not wak't nor Wonne too much with ſolemne ſleepe, 
But ſweetlie ſlombring they beheld my Saint, 

The Roſe and Lillies both together creepe; 
The one her lip, the next her cheeke did taint. 

And both they fpread : the Violet conſum d 
T ogentle ayre her amberbreatbfulfilled : 

Apollo feeling all the aire perfumde. 
With gentle beames into her eyes diſtilled. 

His flowre ama d. gaue Roſe and Lillies place, 
The Summe his ſhine within her eyes containeth, 

The Refe her lips, the Lillies decke her face, 

The Violet wit hin her breath remuineth. 
Lenuoy. 

£ Hoey ceaſe ¶ fond men )henceforth toboaft your flawert, 

Since Roſes, Lillies I olets are ours: 

And Phoebus flowre oth homage ro their powers, 

Ard Phillis ge his gloricws rr. 8 8 DN 3 5 
1 | N 


